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	1. Prologue

**Prologue:**

_"Set it down more carefully, Tanak."_

_ She glowered at the older woman, picking the porcelain teapot back up and placing it in the middle of the table slower than she had before. With the top, off she watched the dark green water slosh a bit, which earned a 'tsk' of disapproval. Clenching then unclenching her fists, she took a deep breath and cradled the pot back into her hands, lifting it just above the table and back towards her chest. She steadied her breathing, waiting for the water to still before trying once again to set it on the metal trivet of intersecting vines and leaves. Sweat formed at the edge of her hair, but she breathed a sigh of relief when the tea didn't slosh on the inside._

_ "Much better."_

_ Tanak smiled, staring at her palms, "It's difficult to control my chakra and steady the water…"_

_ Chiasa patted her on the head, "You're starting young. In a few years, this will be child's play."_

_ "In a few years I'll be even prettier." Tanak tossed her already waist length ivory hair over her shoulder, "And then you can teach me about flirting-"_

_ "You're getting ahead of yourself." She stared down at the little girl, no more than six years old, "And where did you get such an idea?"_

_ Tanak shrugged, "There was a book in your drawer."_

_ "You shouldn't snoop through other peoples' belongings." Chiasa sighed, "You can concern yourself with those techniques when you're older."_

_ "How much older?"_

_ "After puberty."_

_ "What if I'm good at it before that?"_

_ Chiasa's brow furrowed, lips pursed, "I hope for your sake that you aren't." Tanak grumbled something under her breath, trying to stomp off, but her guardian's voice stopped her, "Not so fast. You need to practice your _koto_ playing."_

_ "Why can't I work on ninjutsu instead of that stupid instrument?" Tanak pouted._

_ Chiasa shook her head, "Weren't you the one trying to get ahead in these studies?"_

_ "What does playing an instrument have to do with being a kunoichi?" _

_ Chiasa walked across the room, picking the instrument up and lying it across her lap as she sat on the floor. Beckoning Tanak over, she slid the picks onto her thumb, index, and middle finger on her right hand, "What I am teaching you is an art that most kunoichi don't study. There are very few of us who exist in this sphere of espionage."_

_ "So what exactly is this art?" _

_ Chiasa smiled while plucking a soft song across the _koto_, fingers sliding back and forth across the thirteen strings. The tune sounded sad, reminding Tanak of cherry blossoms slowly emptying from a tree in midwinter, petals lost in piles of snow, "It's the art of beauty." Chiasa's fingers plucked higher notes, the beat skipping to sounds of spring awakening, wildflowers blowing in the breeze, birds harmonizing on tree branches, "As women we are told that our gender is a weakness. There are those of us who deny such a claim, and have turned that perceived weakness into a strength."_

_ Tanak was mesmerized by how smoothly her fingers flew across the _koto_, "How?"_

_ "By using our bodies as our greatest weapons." Chiasa stopped playing, "Whether men admit it, they are drawn to the hidden sexuality inside a woman. They want to be loved and admired, to be told they are the great conquerors of our bodies." Tanak blushed a little, which made Chiasa laugh, "But that is our strength. Men are at their weakest during sex. A woman can glean information from a man lulled by her seductive nature."_

_ Tanak willingly took the _koto_ as it was handed to her, setting the picks on her thumb, index, and middle finger. She started playing a simpler tune to warm up, "And I can become masterful at seduction?"_

_ "If you are willing to learn." Chiasa adjusted how her hands hovered over the instrument, "But the first step is learning to seduce without touching a man." She smiled as Tanak's fingers moved more freely across the strings, "Make him desire you as the beautiful, porcelain doll he has never been allowed to touch. But when he finally does…" Chiasa paused while watching Tanak close her eyes, letting herself become the music itself, the steady beating heart that waits in earnest for its first kiss, its first taste of affection, "…he will deny you nothing." _


	2. Chapter 1

**Chapter 1: A Lie Can Be a Convenient Means to an End**

Breathing deeply, she closed her eyes to memorize the sounds. Birds singing to one another in romantic tunes, calling to end their loneliness, while insects rustled in the tall grasses, shaking the dew from their legs. Wind rustling through the trees, tossing her hair around her shoulders while the sun beat down on her face, glinting off her headband. She remembered it all again, his voice raspy as he cried out her name, demanding an explanation, demanding the truth. With his face a broken mosaic of heartbreak and anger, she turned away.

But it did feel good to be back.

The men at the front gates gave her a once over with leering eyes, either recognizing her name or admiring the subtle outline of her abdomen beneath her cropped mesh shirt. She gave them a wink when they assured her all was together, which left them blushing as they checked the ID cards of her team. Stepping into the village, she took in the sights and sounds that she escaped from. The candied chestnuts' smell from Amaguriama tickled her nose, beautiful arrangements of florets from Yamanaka Flowers tucked behind the ears of passing girls, and glaring down at her the Hokages carved into the mountainside.

She smiled, red lips stretching from cheek to cheek at the smell coming from her favorite ramen shop – Ramen Ichiraku. Stomach growling, she glanced over her shoulder to see her three genin hesitantly walking into Konohagakure.

"Tanak-sensei!" Taika ran up beside her, "I'm hungry!"

Tanak gestured to the restaurant in front of them, "I promise this will be your favorite place in the entire village."

"That's not saying much." Tanak glanced to her left as another of her genin walked up, hiding her pale face beneath a parasol that cast a purple shadow on the ground. She wore a dissatisfied expression as she looked at where her sensei was suggesting they eat, "Is there nowhere else to eat?"

"You're just spoiled, Lyoko," Taika retorted.

"Round up Tauro and we can grab lunch."

Tanak looked around, laughing with a shake of her head when she saw her last genin using his effortless charm to send passing kunoichi off with a giggle and a blush. She stood with her hands on her hips while he continued chasing after any pretty girl that noticed him. When he saw his sensei glaring at him in agitation, he apologetically smiled and ran over to them.

"Tanak- sensei, you failed to mention that Konoha littered the streets with beautiful women," he mused.

"I didn't realize a boy of thirteen would concern himself with girls." She flicked him behind the ear, "But we aren't here for you to find a date."

Tauro shrugged, "I figured it would help pass the time before this chūnin exam."

"You're clearly not meant to rise above the genin rank…" Lyoko drawled.

"What did you say?!"

Tanak tuned out their little spat as Taika jumped in to play mediator. The air was thick with memories, hands from the past encompassing her waist, crawling to her neck. She sighed wistfully, closing her eyes while fighting against the sensation of coarse lips prickling her shoulders. She thought by now she'd pushed those memories so far from her mind that she could forget them, but Konoha threatened to unleash all of them onto her. Hands clenching into fists, a shiver ripped through her until she opened her eyes.

"Tanak?"

Seven years hadn't changed him much, if at all. He still insisted on covering his face, not that she minded. She used to have such pride in being the only one who knew what was underneath. He hardly seemed a day older, though dressed in looser clothing with his flak jacket over top. She couldn't help wondering if he was as sculpted as he used to be, but shook away the thought of seeing him naked. That couldn't have changed_ too_ much… The look he gave her, dumbfounded and livid, made her heart sink, as if he needed to touch her to know she was real, though punching her would have sufficed.

Just like the good old days.

Lips parting in a cheeky smile as if she could taunt him with the gesture, she set her hands on her hips, "Well, well, well…If it isn't Hatake Kakashi." She twirled a strand of long, ivory white hair around her fingers, "Did you miss me?"

She was surprised he didn't snap at that, his hands clenching and unclenching in fists while he breathed deeply to regain control over himself. But she could feel the tension in the air, just like when she left that day. He instead gave her a once over, slowly taking in the accentuated curve of her figure revealed beneath tight black pants and a mesh top. He forced himself to smile, "You look good."

Subtle as usual. She wrinkled her nose, unimpressed with the compliment. Not that she expected him to fall to his knees and worship her, but she would have at least expected him to admit he had been waiting for her to return. Or maybe those battle scars went deeper than she realized? She stepped a little closer to him, forcing her smile back onto her face, "You've hardly changed." She pretended to study him as she circled around, tapping her chin in thought, "Though admittedly your uniform is a bit drab."

"Some of us choose more practical attire." She caught his lingering eye on her bosom, which made her scowl, "Though I suppose your reputation precedes you."

She bit her tongue to keep from lashing out at him. Laughing to brush off the insult, she shrugged while walking over to where her genin stood with confused expressions, "My body is a weapon regardless of how I choose to dress it."

"A weapon in more than one way…" Flashing a furrowed browed glance at him, she wasn't sure she heard him correctly. There was no point in trying to hide the blush in her cheeks as she watched him jam his hands into his pockets while staring at the ninja band she wore across her forehead, "When did you become a sensei in Amegakure?"

She waved her hand dismissively, "I do believe we're being quite rude!" Her team gave her uneasy stares, "We can reminisce later." She pushed her genin in front of herself, "Meet Oshiro Tauro, Miyata Taika, and Saito Lyoko. Team 14 from Amegakure."

He seemed less than impressed with her deflection of his question but chose to follow suit, "Haruno Sakura, Uzumaki Naruto, and Uchiha Sasuke. Team 7 from Konohagakure."

Tanak stared at the black haired boy, a brooding, but handsome genin that reminded her of Kakashi. His eyes were most interesting, shrouded by loneliness and grief, but burning with hatred and vengeance, "I'm sure they're a formidable team having been trained by you."

"You're not one for genuine flattery."

She could hear it in his voice, that mocking tone behind his amused expression. She rolled her eyes, "I said formidable. That doesn't mean they stack up against _my_ team."

Taika sprinted forward, intercepting the punch aimed for her sensei from the blonde haired boy, taking his arm and flipping him over her back. Tanak tried to hide her laughter, but was bellowing at Kakashi's wide eyed gaze. Though a bit disappointed that Taika showcased her speed, there were still two on her team with unknown abilities.

"Who do you think you are?!" Naruto shouted while picking himself off the ground and pointing at Tanak.

She grinned, eyes flickering gleefully, "It's a long list…"

"Team 7. Meet Kōsetsu Tanak." Kakashi paused, contemplating how to describe her in a few words other than conniving, traitor, and bitch, "Ex-ANBU squad member, ex-Konoha jōnin, ex-"

"Girlfriend?" Sakura squeaked.

Tanak's cheeks turned bright red and she quickly turned her back in hopes no one noticed. Kakashi cleared his throat several times, his cool demeanor flushed from his face. They caught each other's gaze, and for a moment she saw a flicker of that hunger for her that used to send them tumbling over one another. He shook his head while regaining his composure, "Ex-confidant to the Hokage."

"That's one way to describe me." Tanak rolled her eyes with a dramatic flourish, huffing, "Suppose I should just tell him myself." She held her hand out as a truce, "I am Kōsetsu Tanak. Sensei to Team 14 of Amegakure."

Naruto just stared at her hand, crossing his arms over his chest, "You don't look like much."

Tanak smirked, winking at him, "Tits and an ass can be misleading." She patted him on the head before gesturing with her chin for her team to follow her, "Loved catching up, Kakashi!"

Once out of earshot, Tanak breathed a sigh of relief and slumped into the nearest seat at the ramen shop. She was midway through ordering food when her team surrounded her.

"Could there have been _any_ _more_ sexual tension between you two?" Tauro chirped, bursting from the seams with amusement.

"You weren't _just_ comrades were you?" Taika giggled.

Tanak continued to ignore them, ordering her ramen and shoving as many noodles into her mouth at once to avoid answering. She nearly choked trying to swallow all of it, but it was better than admitting anything.

"Come on, Tanak-sensei!" Tauro was growing impatient, "It's _obvious_ you two had a thing."

Lyoko rolled her eyes, stealing the bowl of ramen that Tauro had just ordered, "Don't be such a child. Calling it a 'thing' sounds juvenile."

Tauro growled in agitation, but was distracted as another bowl of ramen was placed in front of him, "Well, she's not going to tell us what it actually was."

Tanak slammed her hand on the table, silencing them with an icy glare that made them shiver, "It was a childhood infatuation that turned into nothing. Happy now?"

Lyoko stared at her, not buying her sensei's remark, but deciding not to press her about it. Pressing her palms together, she said a quiet prayer before picking up her chopsticks and venturing to take a bite from her ramen. She glanced to her left to watch Tauro slurp every noodle with a smile that could split his cheeks. Swallowing slowly, she admitted to herself that it wasn't as bad as she expected. As she reduced her meal to the chicken broth, she lifted the bowl to her lips and slowly drank the warm liquid, casting glances at Tanak, who was tapping her chopsticks on the edge of the table while staring off to the left.

. . . .

Konohagakure was the last place he expected to see her. He'd convinced himself that she was gone from his life, and he stopped thinking about her. Well, that wasn't entirely true, but he busied himself with his team of genin once he was dismissed as an ANBU squad leader. That kept the memories at bay. It irritated him to know she was still beautiful and much more aware of that, and he could only imagine how often she used that to her advantage. He used to have pride in being the one to see her face in the mornings, but just the thought of her brought his blood to boil.

And all she could say to him was "Did you miss me"? What did she think he was doing when she turned her back on him? When she disappeared for seven years? She made it hard to forget her. Showing up in Konoha with a different headband and a team of genin, he began to question if it was even the same woman.

"Who'd have known Kakashi-sensei was a babe-magnet?" Naruto said, nudging Sakura, "That lady was a _fox-_"

"There's got to be more to it than that." Sakura made sure Kakashi was out of earshot, "There was so much tension between them, but Kakashi-sensei looked a little sad…"

Naruto's brow furrowed, "What do you mean?"

"It was when he first saw her." Sasuke kept his voice lowered, interrupting their conversation, "Almost like he didn't believe it."

"I wonder if she broke his heart," Sakura muttered.

Naruto shook his head, "There's no way! Kakashi-sensei isn't soft!"

Sakura smacked him upside the head, "Men fall in love too, you idiot!"

"There's probably more to it than just heartbreak…" Sasuke mumbled, though his teammates weren't listening.

"There's one way to find out." Sakura yelled, "Kakashi-sensei!" She skipped up alongside him, sheepishly smiling, "That woman we met. She's not just an old comrade is she?"

He mused to himself for a moment, thinking through his response, "Not exactly…"

"That's so romantic!" Sakura held her hands against her heart, "A forbidden love between shinobi from different villages, reunited after once fighting beside each other in their youth-"

"You're getting ahead of yourself." Kakashi cut her off with a laugh, "It wasn't anything that dramatic. She once lived here and then she left."

"That's _all_ you're going to tell us?" Naruto hung his head in disappointment, "But there was _so much_ tension!"

"But not for the reason you think."

Kakashi decided against telling her anything else. He still needed more information on how she managed to gain residency in Amegakure. Though he had a hunch about it, he found that thought only made him angrier at her. Waving a goodbye to his team with instructions to make their decision about the chūnin exam, he ascended to the roofs of Konoha, perching so he could overlook the village. He needed to find the Hokage and ask about a course of action. Tanak was an A-Rank shinobi and by all technicalities a missing-nin, but he had made the mistake of not finding her when she left.

_ Sitting back on his legs, he tried ignoring his throbbing ribcage where he was sure he had broken something and the oozing wound on his shoulder where she had cut down almost to bone. He focused on trying to stay upright before the Hokage's desk, but every muscle was shaking from exhaustion. His head pounded as he tried to piece together everything that had happened. He was still in disbelief that nothing he said to her, no confession, no apology convinced her to stay. _

_ She had taken so much from him. Every punch that connected to his jaw bruised his pride. Every knife cutting through skin and muscle severed his emotions. Every cruel word stripped his belief that he could make her stay. Head bowed before the Hokage, he couldn't even find the energy to cry. He just stared absently at the floor, awaiting instruction or questions or comfort._

_ "Where is she headed?"_

_ He clenched his hands into fists, resting them on his thighs in an effort to hold himself together as his shaking body threatened to send him face first into the floor, "I don't know."_

_ "Why did she leave?"_

_ He breathed in deeply, trying to control his erratic heartbeat, "I don't know."_

_ "What does she intend to do-?"_

_ "I don't know!" His voice broke, and he quickly pursed his lips while shaking his head. He was still trying to grasp that she left, "She wouldn't tell me anything."_

_ The Sandaime Hokage shook his head, sighing heavily while peering at him from his desk. He wanted nothing more than to stop the cycle of grief that kept following him, "She's a dangerous shinobi. With her intentions unclear, we will need to track her down-"_

_ "Please, no!" Kakashi struggled to his feet, swaying unsteadily while clutching his shoulder, blood, wet and warm, seeping between his fingers, "I know Tanak, she doesn't have any designs against Konoha."_

_ "How can you be certain of that?" Hiruzen stared at him with compassion in his eyes, knowing full well the degree in which Kakashi knew Tanak. He could feel the pain in the young man radiate through the room, the anger in his eyes begging for an answer that didn't mean killing her, "She left Konoha. She left you. What makes you think anything she's said up to this point is the truth?"_

_ Kakashi could feel them burning in his eyes, tears pushing at the corners until he was forced to turn around. Wiping them away furiously, he sniffled a couple times while her words stung his ears. He didn't want to believe what she said hours ago, her denouncement of any form of affection between them. It was only an act to make leaving easier, but it all came crashing down on his shoulders. Maybe she did mean it, maybe that was her way of telling him she was about to do something she would regret? He glanced over his shoulder, "If you want to track her down, then I request you let me do it. There's no one in Konoha who knows her better."_

_ "But the order I give may not be one you would be willing to carry out." Hiruzen folded his fingers together in thought, "If she won't return willingly to Konoha to face trial, then she must be eliminated."_

_ Kakashi nodded his head, "Give me the chance to speak to her."_

_ "What closure would that give you?"_

_ Starting to walk towards the door, a faint smile crept onto his lips, "I'll just know if she meant it all."_

_ Hiruzen chuckled, "And if she did?"_

_ "Then I will be the one to kill her."_

At the time, he thought he had searched for her with every skill he possessed, but perhaps he was hesitant in finding all the answers. Maybe somewhere in his youth, he didn't want to carry out his promise to kill her? He just wanted to believe she left with no malicious plans against Konoha. But to see her again, affiliated with another village, made him worry that he had overlooked something in her.

Grimacing, he decided to visit the Hokage and ask for a course of action. She had never made a move against Konoha, and he wondered if she was still considered in the Bingo Books. But as he started moving across the rooftops, he saw something below. Stopping, he stifled a laugh at the woman with long, ivory hair that glimmered like a polished pearl sitting on a cloth of silk. He had to admit, he liked the color pink on her, but only the soft pink that reminded him of cherry blossoms in the winter. As she drew a parasol above her head, he figured the Hokage could wait while he followed her.


	3. Chapter 2

**Chapter 2:** **Rust From the Blade**

She glanced over her shoulder once more as she turned down the road. Closing her parasol, she let the setting sun wash over her face, swirls of purple, orange, and yellow painting the sky, illuminating her silk kimono. Down the road, she saw the farthest house on the left, and began making her way towards it. She remembered the slow walk she every time she came back from a day at the academy or from a mission. She was never in a rush to walk into the house because no matter how hard she tried to convince herself otherwise, Konohagakure wasn't home.

Taking each step to the _genkan_ carefully, she couldn't help smiling at the same doormat that she'd stomped her feet on for almost fifteen years. The brown and pink color had faded to dismal near grey shades, the image of a cherry blossom tree almost gone. She shuffled her feet on it, out of habit, before knocking on the wooden frame of the sliding door. She waited while glancing left and right to see if anyone was moving from inside. She was startled by the paper screen of the door crunching as it opened.

"Can I help you?"

Tanak's brow furrowed as she stared at the girl in front of her. Short brown hair, beady green eyes, and an unsure smile. Offering her a bow of her head as a greeting, she leaned her parasol against the side of the house, "My name is Tanak. I used to live here with the old-"

"Who's at the door, Michiko-chan?!"

Tanak covered her mouth to stifle her laughter. Stepping inside the house as Michiko disappeared into the living room, she slid the door closed behind herself and removed her sandals, "Forgotten me already, you old hag?!"

"You're still a little sass mouth brat!" Tanak could hear her cackling from the other room as she rounded the corner. But her smile left her when she saw that old woman sitting on a cushion on the floor with a cloth tied around her eyes, "Your manners are worse than when you left!" The old woman gestured with her bamboo cane for Tanak to sit down across from her, "But it's good to see you."

"Near as I can tell, you can't see anything, Chiasa-san." Sitting down on a red cushion, she reached for the porcelain teapot on the table, "When did that happen?"

Tanak began pouring herself a cup until the bamboo cane came crashing down on her head, ringing her skull. She nearly broke the teapot as she let it go, bringing her hands to her hairline to see if any blood was there. Glaring at the wrinkled woman, she snapped, "What was that for?!"

"Forgetting your manners with your elders!" Chiasa clicked her tongue until Tanak grudgingly poured her a cup and slid it over to her. Taking one of Chiasa's hands that felt like worn leather beneath hers, Tanak guided her to the warm cup, "That's much better, _Shinju_."

Seven years away and the hag still called her by that name. Whether she meant it to or not, it made Tanak feel beautiful, soft and young, untouched and loved.

"Are you going to tell me how you went blind?" Tanak mumbled while bringing her own teacup to her lips.

"I'm old! Or did you fail to notice?" Tanak rolled her eyes as the old woman cackled with laughter, "My sight started deteriorating around the time you left. I suppose the gods decided I didn't need it anymore. Didn't have you to keep an eye on!"

Tanak circled her finger around the rim of her teacup, watching Michiko exit the room and head into the kitchen, "So they've assigned a medical-nin to take care of you?"

"It would have been your job if you hadn't run away." Chiasa shakily set her cup onto the table, "So tell me. What have you done in seven years?"

"Explored the countryside." Tanak wasn't sure how much she wanted to tell her, "I needed closure. I wanted to make a name for myself like I did in Konoha." She gripped her teacup tighter in her hands, "But one mistake and they disowned me."

The old woman smacked her lips together, "Killing is a beautiful art, but what you did was a massacre-"

"It wasn't that many people." She paused while trying to think of the number from that night, but it made her stomach drop. Perhaps she had gotten out of control? Scowling into her next sip of tea, she remembered standing in front of the Hokage, the elected officials, and the ANBU members of her squadron while her crime was read out. A couple of her teammates defended her, but it was Kakashi's silence that stung more than her punishment. He leaned against the wall with his eyes on the floor, an unspoken disappointment lingering on his face. She pushed his memory to the back of her mind to keep herself from crying, "I chose to leave. I managed to get citizenship in Amegakure, though I lived under constant surveillance for months. And I'm back in Konoha with a team of genin entering the chūnin exam."

"A sensei, huh?" Chiasa turned her head as Michiko came back in with a tray of _daifuku _that's smell caught her attention, "I didn't take you for one to tolerate children."

Tanak popped one of the pink colored mochi into her mouth, chewing quickly so she could reply, "I actually enjoy working with them. I could bring them to meet you if you weren't so _unpleasant_."

"It's the closest I'd get to grandchildren from you!" Tanak buried her face in her hands while the hag's laughter screeched in her ears, but she was distracted as Chiasa began coughing violently. Her chest heaved and she reeled in her seat until Michiko caught her and brought a handkerchief to her mouth. Spotting the slightest bit of blood, Tanak chose to remain quiet as the old woman collected herself. Face turned to Tanak's, she began speaking in a raspier voice, "Had you stayed with that young man you would be plump with a child by now."

Tanak rolled her eyes, "We weren't that serious-"

"Cut the bullshit." Tanak sat up straighter, reminded of the other hundred times she was told that from her matronly guardian. Chiasa shooed away Michiko's hand as she searched the table for her teacup, finding it and taking a quick sip to subdue an oncoming cough, "That boy was smitten with you."

"As were most the boys in this village…" Tanak drawled.

Chiasa smacked her on the head again with her cane, prompting another how of pain, "If you've hurt that boy, I'll beat you black and blue!"

"You don't know anything!" Tanak slammed her hand on the table, tea sloshing over the side of her cup, "We fooled around as anyone our age would. It didn't mean anything."

She pursed her lips, brow furrowing as she thought about how protective he had become, intervening during missions when he assumed she was in trouble. She'd argue with him about his overbearing concern for her, and he'd remark that she didn't care about her team. Or anyone for that matter. That argument would continue until they were shouting about their feelings for each other. And it all would end with a furious clash of lips to shut each other up, hands tearing at clothes, bodies pinning against the other in a battle of dominance. And when she'd wake up in the morning, she'd find herself content that he was soundly asleep beside her.

"Kakashi-san tried to convince you not to leave." Chiasa sighed, sensing Tanak's silent confirmation, "Is it satisfying to know you can break hearts that easily?"

Tanak wiped away the tear that ran down her cheek, thankful the old woman was blind, "It's a choice I have to live with. Nothing I can do about it now."

"Except swallow your pride and apologize."

"We're better off hating each other." Tanak rose to her feet in a fluid motion with her kimono catching the remaining light coming in from the sunset. She bowed to Chiasa, flushed with all the memories of this place being her home and being raised by a callous, but wise woman, "I'm not ready to swallow my pride just yet, but I thank you for your advice, Chiasa-san."

"There's a heart somewhere in your chest." Chiasa's face turned up to Tanak as if she were looking through her, "Try thawing it out sometime."

Closing the sliding door behind herself, she picked up her parasol and opened it, hiding her tear stained face as she walked. She hated that the old woman still had the ability to make her feel so guilty, to make her cry over something she had finally reconciled with.

Wiping away what she hoped were the last of her tears with the back of her hand, she stopped walking down the empty market streets. She released a kunai from her sleeve into her palm, glancing over her shoulder. She dropped her parasol to her side while listening to the footsteps behind her. Her arm sweeping out, she grinned as her wrist was caught by a gloved hand.

"How long have you been following me?"

"Not very long." Kakashi twisted her wrist until she dropped the kunai between them. He gave her a little push aside before picking the kunai up, "Hostile as usual."

She grinned, reaching across him to take her knife back, "I do believe you were the one who always reminded me not to let my guard down."

He stretched his arm out as she made a grab for the kunai, "I see you've taken that to heart."

She pressed herself up against his side while dragging her fingers along his shoulder and across his chest. Amused that he seemed interested, a curious look crossing his face, she slid her fingertips down his abdomen, tugging at the loose material of his shirt, just enough to reveal skin. She felt goosebumps following in her wake as she gently brushed over the band of his pants. Catching her mischievous stare, he brought the kunai to her neck.

"_Still_ don't trust me?" she mused, red lips curling into a wicked grin.

"I learned the hard way not to fall for pretty smiles and batted eyelashes."

Tanak leaned closer, lips prickling against his ear, her neck straining beneath the tip of the kunai, "But here you are again." She didn't grimace as a tiny cut opened the skin under her chin, a thin trail of blood sliding down her fair skin, "We _really_ should try meeting under different circumstances."

"But the hostility is nostalgic."

Kakashi stepped back and turned the kunai around, offering the hilt to her. She took it and tucked it back into the arm band beneath her flowing sleeve. As she began walking down the road, he strolled up alongside her with his hands in his pockets.

She pretended to not notice him, something she did when they were at the academy to make him try harder to impress her. She had known he was skilled, but could never give him the satisfaction of praising him. Parasol opened and held over her face, she obscured her features further in the onset of the night sky.

"You look pretty in that shade of pink," Kakashi mumbled.

Tanak shook her head with a laugh, "Compliments are useless."

"I think that's a blush on your cheeks." Just the roll of her eyes frustrated him, and he grabbed her shoulder to stop her in the middle of the street, "Why can't you take a compliment?"

"Because it's not going to change anything between us."

"Who said I wanted to change things?" He scoffed, "You're just a brat. Same as you were seven years ago."

She waved him off, turning on her heel to continue towards the house she was lodged in for the duration of the chūnin exam, "I'm not in the mood for one of your lectures regarding my attitude." She cast him a glare from over her shoulder, "I've done just fine on my own."

"It's been that easy for you?" Kakashi clenched his hands into fists, trying to keep his temper at bay. She still had that way about her that set him off, "Not once did you think about what it did to me?"

Closing her parasol, she wheeled on him and swung it as quickly as she could, missing his head by inches, "I don't see you groveling for answers! You've moved on _just fine_ since I left!"

"This was your problem to begin with!" He caught her next attack, drawing a kunai as he wrapped an arm around her shoulders to pull her against his chest. Blade tip digging into her throat, feeling how rigid her body went in his hold, he caught himself inhaling that familiar scent of cherry blossoms and honey on her skin. His grip loosened, but not enough to let her escape, "You always wanted me begging and desperate. But I could never trust you enough to be that open with you."

Sensing his guard relaxed, she elbowed him in the ribcage. As he released her to recoil from the hit, she stumbled further away from him while furiously adjusting her kimono that had fallen open in their scuffle. She heard him laugh, which made her face flush red, "What's so funny?!"

"Youfeigning modesty." Kakashi sighed, "You always knew you were beautiful. And it distracted me from seeing how ugly you were underneath."

She could feel tears in her eyes, hot and salty, stinging as they tried to force her to cry. Turning her gaze to his, she iced over every sprouting emotion and allowed a smirk to cross her lips, "You were just my first victim. Had to test my sex appeal on some gullible _fool_."

He wanted to kiss that smirk off her lips and shut up her vicious mouth, wanted to grab her in the middle of the street and suffocate her in his arms, he wanted to remind her that he'd fallen for her once, and she was about to make him do it all over again. But as he crossed the distance between them, taking hold of her arm to drag her against himself as every muscle in his body wanted to, the door to the nearest house opened and Team 14 from Amegakure ran out while settling into their battle formation, dressed in their pajamas.

"Are you alright, Tanak-sensei?!" Taika yelled, fists held out in front of herself.

Tauro slammed the end of his staff into the ground, "What's he doing following you?"

"Relax, you two." Lyoko sheathed her laitō blade back into the handle of her parasol, assessing how close her sensei was to Kakashi, "I don't think she's in any _unwanted_ danger."

Her brow furrowed at the realization that she and Kakashi were a breath away from each other all of the sudden, close enough that she would have bumped into him if she stepped. She stared up at him, her heart catching in her throat to see the softness in his expression, the same one that had begged her not to leave. Hand pressed to his chest, she lightly pushed him backward to get him to release her, "Goodnight, Kakashi."

Ushering her defensive genin into the house, she offered him no further words or gestures or glances as she disappeared through the sliding doors.

Alone in the middle of the street, Kakashi watched the lights in the back of the house turn on, illuminating the paper screens. He saw her silhouette as he figured she was reprimanding her team, but chose not to linger, "Goodnight, Tanak."


End file.
